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him one day leaning against the plane's hull as he tried to extract
the tooth with a monkey-wrench. The rest of us helped him com-
plete a most rough-and-ready piece of dental surgery.
No minor tribulation was the fact that we ran out of tobacco.
The planes could have carried a greater weight from Spitsbergen.
How we regretted not having brought more tobaccol The only
tobacco left was some strong navy twist that Riiser-Larsen had in
his rucksack. He generously shared this with the rest of us. We
rationed it to ourselves as stingily as we did food, limiting each man
to one pipeful a day. The great moment came after the evening
meal Riiser-Larsen got out his twist tobacco, moistened it with
snow water to make it burn more slowly, and then whittled a few
scraps into each man's hand. These had to be rolled out loose be-
tween one's palms and then packed into the pipe. It was fearfully
strong. We all hiccuped after smoking.
Feucht, lost in his black dream, stuck out his hand for tobacco,
too. He rolled it as if he were not aware of what he was doing,
dropping Bakes of it in the snow. The sight drove Amundsen
furious.
"The man does not want that tobacco at all," he would rage to
me afterwards. "He just takes it to bother us—so it will not last so
long."
Poor Feuchtl I don't suppose he had the slightest idea he was
annoying Amundsen.
I had a secret subtle revenge that I practised on Feucht. When
we ate in the plane's compartment he always squatted opposite
me. Besides the mug of chocolate and the malted-milk tablets, our
radon gave us three oat biscuits. I slyly hid two of my biscuits in
my parka, then pretended to eat, though I was only nibbling on
the third one. I was wailing for Feucht to get through with his.
Feucht and his biscuits got terribly on my nerves. His crime, in
my eyes, was that he was careless about the crwribsl The rest of us
caught our crumbs in one hand and dabbed them all up with our
tongues. Feucht let his fall unheeded.
When Feucht had finished eating, I surreptitiously fished my
biscuits out of my parka and munched them, being ostentatious
about it. That seemed to make me feel superior to Feucht. By
finishing my biscuits last, I convinced myself that I got more to eat

